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A tv" © TVNE—Fargmell to Lochabat, | F 
3 OE Is 
O ondey farewell; I oſt bil Skis. 
I Thy dirty Meanders no more Pl] review, 
oY Isi to thy ſtreets, to thy allies and lanes, 
- Thy courts, and thy corners, with comical names; 
ho Ko 11 ſuppoſe at the firſt they were given in port, 
Saouch ag ctogk ſhank alley, and bandy leg d court 
N But the tender Cockneys, who riſe to much tame, 


Fg! 8 . Come out at Smock Alley, or Petticoat lane. 5 
Oi Smithfield, fo ſamous Pu acting the cheat, 


wh 


© 5 rom thee l for ever would wiſh to — Sn . 
1 . - From noiſe and from bullies, that drink upon ſcore, 
8 From black guards and bull dogs, and bullocks 
. Dy 2 that roar, Q 

1 From drigers of calves, 2 the bealers:of ſheep, 
A," From ramblers and gamblers that play very deep, 
4% * For there is no ſafety for thoſe that Nay here, 


PID 2 Ky 85 Not even che while they are drinking their err. 5 
TEES Ws < gi One 8 wander'd, 1 fuddenly. came $I 
TOOLS go Into that lace they call Roſemary . 55 
e n females ſell breeches, old coprs & old frocks 
5% 5 l Kirty, old Liu, n ann, 1 A 
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cold pieces of pudding, old pattins and clog og 


Cold fiſhes on diſhes, both mackarel and Bag 


Old hats, and old-caps, and old. lockets of hair, 


Old rags, and old bags, I ne'er ſaw ſuch a fair. 
Good bye hackney coachmen, throughout all N 


- the wards, 
- I give you the pret *rance o er all ſorts of guards, {. 


Saint Giles's I own are a more ancient crew, 
But they ; are too mean to be ſotted with you 


at ev'ry mancuvte you're grown ſo 3 
je the D-—l in acting the cheat: 


You'd out- 


In ſhort, 3 Belzebub's in a right cue 
He muſt come to London and leara x from you.- 


weet Billingſgate women, I own with regret, 


I'm leaving the town very much in your debt, 


Your modeſt behaviour and muſical cries, 


U 
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Your delighting in truth and refraning from Ye 


Made me in leve with you, I own it is true, * 


i 


It is with reluctance I'm goin from vou; 
Yer do not grieve for nie nor 


But.comiort your hearts with good brandy or gin. 1 
© Of Weſtwinſter Abbey I'll now take my leave, 


nake any din, 


A place that Kill records the bold and the brave, 


Tis a Chiftian temple moſt people de know, © - q 
But now tis poluted 3.4 


way of a ſhow;... 


The tombs of rhe greateſt i in this edifice, 


Make all that review them pay Sixpence A. piece, 
They wers fond of taxes before they came here, 
But when dead the exaction appears very quere. 


Farewell to due bridges,” the docks, and as. 


92 keys, 
The rattling 


of- de and jargon af es 8 
And to the coal boxes, that gurd on the — 
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Tha gargling of * and e of Ga, A 
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Moſt nations ih Europe here boaſt of their breed, 
| There's ſome are from Dublin, and others from 


And een fey from the "ow of Good Hope: 


ot" ( 0 


such rattling and crackling, ſuch noife and ſuch 


din. 


While one oy EG goes out and another comes 


In 
They till keep the tap roomi in ſuch diflonance, 


| A1 folly-excecds all the bounds of romance. 
$ If youU. know A Cuckney, bis Hat is cock'd - 
n ſharp, - 

. Jaws very lan, and his Steba dark, 


Higſhins ſomething crook'd, his joints very lack, 


„ A bend in his ſboulgers, and hump on his daek * 
He looks very bold as he paſſes bye, | 


He waddles, 30 ſtraddles, and prates like a pye, 


How Londa was pebpled I leave vou to read, 


Cork, 


| Some froin Lundonderry, and others tem Vork 
_ * Same Scotchmen came lilewiſe at time of need, 
1 I)hbeſe nevet gang back en ne come 95 Ty the 


Tweedy , 


from Cales, | | 
Soap 4 51 bo pan, and 1 88 from 
1 Ales. N 


Here Turks al Armenians 88 do greet, I 


And vatives of Egypt appear in the ſtreet:; 
Some from the Dominions of the preſent Pope, 


From 
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ar when bf he's well frizeled and dreſs'd like a. 
If down in the country he d do for à ſhow, - 


5 ö $ Some Danes and bone Duchwes. fone Spaniards 
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(G45 HEE 
From all points of the compaſs, and parts of the 


Make London fair City their place of abode; . 
Theſe ſtrengthen the Cocknies, and nouriſh the 
breed. 1 I n 
Or there would be ftringe deſolation indeed! 


would fing'of Bedlam, though it ia jn van, 
The fight of thoſe Lunatics adds to my pain; 
Some playing with feathers, or plaiting of ſtravs, 
Some dumb and quite mute, and ſome cramming 

„ their zar: Heinen aht, 
Some 23 and fiſling, and thumping the 


I oY rates I | 
Some calling for drink while they knock at the 
door: | 8 \ * Il 
Such ſcenes of diſtreſs I have ne er ſeen before, 
So Bedlam farewel, I will ſee you no mere. 
uf you'd re a kind Landlurd, lid have you f, 
* een n n * 
In Chancery Lane, at the Hole in the Wall, 
One that's mote conteited was never yet ſeen, |, | 
His morals are buſe und his münders are men; 
In ſhort hes un oe fo proud und fo vain, | 
His looks towards Ty burn his meaning explain, * 
So ly and ſo cunning, fo keen and ſo queer, 
No ſharper in London makes mute uf his beer. 


Fatewell to the Landlord that makes his abode, 
* Art ſigh of the Keffill going up Oxtord road, 
Hig looks are as ſurly as ſurly' can be, 
His impudence reaches the higheſt degrees _ . 
He trowns on the ptþle' Who bring him the pelf, * 
And thinks there's no upſtart ſo gbd at —_— 
| 4 ene! nnn | 
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.us beauties of nature diſplay, 


(465) 


And while in the bar, his commands are ſo loud, 
No jailor, or taylor, was ever fo proud. 


Still more might be added if I'd time to ſtay, 
But the ſmoke of the City compells me away ; 
One moment of filence is very tag. 

1 long much to breath a more wholeſomer air 
YI! find no more fault with their chalks and their 


ſcores, OPS DNR | 
The bawling of | watchmen and ſqualling of 


\ whores r 


I long to retire from ſuch a vile crew, _ 


So London for ever, and ever Anu. 
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H en Mull y winds and ſturdy ſtorms wry o'er, 


2 Snaall Flora riſe and deck the fields once more, 


I wiſh to tvip the green when you draw near, "Pp, 
Lie by vont flock and guard them all the year, | 
With oaten reed I'd charm the voca] grove, 

You ſhall be there beeauſe tis you I love. 

My pen has aſk'd a QUxssTionN hete you'll find, 
Dear SALLY anſwer it, do be ſo kinßg. 


A. SONG, adapted to the ingenious Mr. Syorg, + 
a Blind Boy, at Dudley, who loſt his Sight 
while an Ham, being now 13 Years of 
Age, and is to ſing this Song while he plays 
on the Violin, — Tune, Smiles upon Y wi. 
Hut you chat are bleſs'd wich your 
fight, , e 
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Yon ſee what is wrong or what's tight, 
While for you I'm ſtriving to 2 408 

I'm touch'd with the greateſt diſmay, 
For want of the uſe of my lige, 5 

What you call a beautiful day, 
To me is all darkneſs and night. 


You ſay there's a wonderful ſpace, 
| Betwixt this low world and the ” 

How ſuperior then you mult appear, 
To ſuch a blind creature as I, 

Who never ſaw anything yet, 4 4 
That I can remember at 1 

And when 1 go out from this door, 
I grope my way home by che wall. 


You know I can, make no pro 
If any one treats me with ſcorn, 
So pray wich his failings diſpenſe, 
"Who can't ſee th' night from the morn; 
This Inſtrument's all J poſſeſs, 
Or all that I'm likely to do, 
Unleſs ſome few trifling pence, 
That perhaps I've received from vou. 


91 
| You talk of great rivers and ſtreamg,.. 
Vaſt oceans and billows that toat, 
- Of kingdoms their breadth and extreams, 
Likewiſe of ten thouſand things more: 
But theſe are all; foreign to me, 4 
Soft muſick is only my Theme, © 
And while I thus play, as you ſee + 
© 1 think this Life's only a dream. 
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At night 1 PO „t 7, 1 
And l riſe when yon tell me its day, | 
Peche ſome near neighbour lies, 4 

And l. turning to duſt or to clays 
. 17 thi is the fas of mankind, . 
Ii madneſs to heap up great ſtore, 
For ſoon they muſt leaye it behind, 
And never enjoy it no more. 90 


jt Ye opulent, think upon tie, ö 
» And always be kind te the poor, 

NF And if you'll expe future blind, 
. Don't drive them «way from Wa doory 

| Fou toon He 46 low us theleaſt, 
And almoſt at ſoon be forgot, | 
1 Th ecger, the knight, . lord, 
Fremilcuouſly vaniſh and rot 


But I will not murmur at fate, 
Nor at my mis ſortunes re ner p11 
© Vinceevery man's life has a | 15 
N Mlaͤſt a l tis ſo with We; 85 
9 e I you detain,  * . 
03 ecuuſe you might think me too rude, - 
The fear of offence gives me pain. 
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| __ = 86thare 1 mult bow and conelude. 


